THE QARA MOUNTAINS

was left out where I hoped its scent would attract a wolf or
a fox. The big red Arabian fox - the local ones seem to
have an abnormally dark ventral surface - is very common
in these mountains, and whenever I swept a torch round
my camp bed, I could be certain of lighting up a pair of
bright and brazen eyes. My Arabs were supposed to keep
watch by turns, but to-night I walked across to their tree
to find them all fast asleep, the Kathiri whose watch it was
having first hauled the coney up into the branches, so that
there should be no gnawed remains in the morning to show
his lapse. I touched him with my foot, whereupon he leapt
up with a startled shout and grasped his rifle, as every Arab
in such circumstances does, for there is no tribe without its
hereditary blood-feud that makes each man of it fair game
for some enemy. Sa'id now kept his vigil and was rewarded
almost immediately by a fox that prowled in his way, but
this scarcely made up for a panther which had been shot
at and missed in the Wadi Nihaz.

These mountain tribes being sedentary, have a sense of
proprietary right not found in the Badawin. While in
theory trees and grazing belong to no man, sections of
tribes hold squatters' rights. Caves, too, are privately
owned. They pass from father to son, but are not entailed,
so that a present owner could at any time dispose of his,
within the limits of his tribal section.

'But what of your caves bordering the steppe ?' I asked a
Bait Kathiri.

'As free as the air and the desert/ he said. cTo-day I
occupy one and move on, to-morrow it is occupied by
another. They belong to no man, but are of God's creation/

In the villages of the coastal plain, where man makes a
house to shelter himself, the first thing he does on staking
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